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ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 
SCOTLAND’S LAMENT. 


Her hands about her brows are pressed, 
She goes upon her knees to pray, 

Her head is bowed upon her breast, 
And oh, she’s sairly failed the day ! 


Her breast is old, it will not rise, 

Her tearless sobs in anguish choke, 
God put His finger on her eyes, 

And then it was her tears that spoke. 


I’ve ha’en o’ brawer sons a flow, 
My Walter mair renown could win, 
And he that followed at the plough, 
But Louis was my Benjamin! 


Ye sons wha do your little best, 

Ye writing Scots, put by the pen, 
He’s deid, the ane abune the rest, 

I winna look at write again ! 


It’s sune the leave their childhood drap, 
I’ve ill to ken them, gaen sae grey, 
But aye he climbed intil my lap, 
Or pu’d my coats to mak me play. 


He egged me on wi’ mirth and prank, 
We hangit gowans on a string, 

We made the doakens walk the plank, 
We mairit snails withoot the ring. 


*** T’m auld,’ I pant, ‘sic ploys to mak, 
To games your mither shouldna stoup,’ 
‘ You’re gey an’ auld,’ he cries me back, 
‘ That’s for I like to gar you loup! 


** ©’ thae bit ploys he made sic books, 
A’ mithers cam to watch us playing ; 
I feigned no to heed their looks, 
But fine I kent what they was saying ! 
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IN MEMORIAM. 


“* At times I lent him for a game 
To north and south and east and west, 
But no for lang, he sune cam hame, 
For here it was he played the best. 


** And when he had to cross the sea, 
He wouldna lat his een grow dim, 
He bravely dree’d his weird for me, 
I tried to do the same for him. 


‘“* Ahint his face his pain was sair, 
Ahint hers grat his waefu’ mither 
We kent that we should meet nae mair, 
The ane saw easy thro’ the ither. 


“* For lang I’ve watched wi’ trem’ling lip, 
But Louis ne’er sin syne I’ve seen, 
The greedy island keept its grip, 


The cauldriff oceans rolled atween. 


** He’s deid, the ane abune the rest, 

Oh, wae, the mither left alane ! 
He’s deid, the ane I loo’ed the best, 
Oh, mayna I hae back my nain !”’ 


Her breast is old, it will not rise, 
Her tearless sobs in anguish choke, 
God put His finger on her eyes, 
It was her tears alone that spoke. 


Now out the lights went stime by stime, 
The towns crept closer round the kirk, 

Now all the firths were smoored in rime, 
Lost winds went wailing thro’ the mirk. 


A star that shot across the night 
Struck fire on Pala’s mourning head, 
And left for aye a steadfast light, 
By which the mother guards her dead. 
** The lad was mine !’’ Erect she stands, 
No more by vain regrets oppress’t, 
Once more her eyes are clear ; her hands 
Are proudly crossed upon her breast. 
J. M. Barrie. 
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Sitting alone by the sea in the mid 
days of November, I wrote a little arti- 
cle on what I loved most in the works 
of Robert Louis Stevenson, ard it was 
set in type for the January Bookman. 
In itself a thing of no value, it pleased 
me to think that in his far island my 
friend would read it, and that it might 
amuse him. I have tried and failed to 
revise it in the gloom of the night that 
has come so swiftly to those who loved 
him. But it would not do. 

How could one alter and amend the 
light sentences with the sense of loss in 
one’s heart? How sit down to write a 
‘* tribute’ when one hasslept, and start- 
ed, and awaked all night with the dull 
ache that lies below Sleep saying all the 
time, ‘‘ Stevenson is dead ! Stevenson is 
dead !’’? 

It is true also that I have small right 
to speak of him. I was little to him ; 
but then he was very much tome. He 
alone of mankind saw what pleased him 
in a little book of boyish verses. 

Seven years ago he wrote to tell me 
so. He had a habit of quoting stray 
lines from it in successive letters to let 
me see that he remembered what he had 
praised. Yet he was ever as modest and 
brotherly as if I had been the great au- 
thor and he the lad writing love verses 
to his sweetheart. 

Without reproach and without peer in 
friendship, our king-over-the-water stood 
first in our hearts because his own was 
full of graciousness and tolerance and 
chivalry. 

I let my little article be just as I wrote 
it for his eye to see, before any of us 
guessed that the dread hour was so near 
the sounding which should call our well- 
beloved ‘‘ home from the hill.’’ 

S. R. Crockett. 

Bank Housgs, PENicuikK, MIDLOTHIAN, 

December rgth, 1894. 


MR. STEVENSON’S BOOKS. 


In sunny Samoa, more thousands of 
miles away than the ungeographical can 
count, sits ‘‘ The Scot Abroad.’’ For 
thus Burton the historian, sane, sage, 
and wise, wrote of Mr. Robert Louis 
Stevenson before this time. It is the 
wont of Scotland that her sons, for ad- 
venture or merchandise, should early 
expatriate themselves. The ships of the 


world in all seas are engineered from the 
Clyde, and a “*‘ doon-the-watter’’ accent 
is considered as necessary as lubricating 
oil, in order that the plunging piston 
rods may really enjoy their rhythmic 
dance. If you step ashore anywhere 
‘‘east of Suez and the Ten Command- 
ments,’’ ten to one the first man of your 
tongue who greets you will hail in the 
well-remembered accent of the Scotch 
gardener who chased you out of the 
strawberry plots of your unblessed 
youth. 

But to us who “stop at home, on flowery 
beds of ease,’’ made aware of ourselves 
only when the east wind blows and we 
think that we are back in St. Andrews, 
the typical ‘‘ Scot Abroad’’ is neither 
Burton’s Gentleman Companion at Arms 
nor the oily chief engineer, but Mr. Ste- 
venson. 

On high in a cool bowery room on the 
hillside, looking down on the league- 
long rollers forming themselves to be 
hurled on the shore, sits one with his 
heels on the coco-matting of Samoa, but 
his head over the Highland border. 
The chiefs gather for pralaver (or what- 
ever they are pleased te call hunkering- 
and-blethering out there), and they tell 
the Tale-teller of heads taken and plan- 
tations raided. And he stays his pen 
and arbitrates, or he ‘‘ leaves for the 
front,’’ as though he were plenipoten- 
tiary of the Triple Alliance. But all the 
while it is James More Macgregor who 
is marching out arrayed in a breéch- 
clout and a Winchester “‘ to plunder and 
to ravish’’—or carry off an heiress lass 
from the lowlands, as was goud Mac- 
gregor use-and-wont. 

They call the beautiful new complete 
** Stevenson’’ which Mr. Sidney Colvin 
and Mr. Charles Baxter have contrived 
and organised, the ‘‘ Edinburgh’’ edi- 
tion, because though the stars of the 
tropics glow like beacons, and in Apia 
the electric light winks a-nights like 
glow-worms amid a wilderness of green 
leaves, yet tothe lad whosits aloft there 
are still “‘no stars like the Edinburgh 
street lamps."’ But my own local en- 
thusiasms are duller, for the last night 
I was in Edinburgh I saw a wind (Raj- 
putana and Edinburgh are the only two 
places where you can see wind)—I saw 
a wind, with the bit between its teeth, 
run off with itself down that romantic 
wall of hotels, which in the night looks 
like the thunder-battered wall of the 
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Dungeon of Buchan. I saw it snatch 
out a dozen gaps in the converging per- 
spective of the gaslamps, and bring 
down the chimney-cans clashing on the 
pavement like forest leaves in a Novem- 
ber blast. So Mr. Stevenson, who does 
not live there, ‘‘ for love and euphony,”’ 
names his collected edition (to which be 
all good luck and fostering breezes) 
** The Edinburgh Edition.’’ I have just 
seen the first volume, which in its bright- 
ness and beauty seems a summary of all 
the perfections, and whose print recalls 
that in which the early novels of Scott 
were setup, Mr. Hole’s portrait suffers 
a little from the excessive size of the 
hands, but in spite of this is by far the 
most characteristic and Stevensonian 
portrait ever done, and represents him 
exactly as his friends remember him at 
the most productive period his genius 
has yet known, 

To me the most interesting thing in 
Mr. Stevenson’s books is always Mr. 
Stevenson himself. Some authors (per- 
haps the greatest) severely sit with the 
more ancient gods, and serenely keep 
themselves out of their books. Most-of 
these authors are dead now. Others 
put their personalities in, indeed; but 
would do much better to keep them out, 
Their futilities and pomposities, pose as 
they may, are no more interesting than 
those of the chairman of a prosperous 
limited company. But there are a chosen 
few who cannot light a cigarette or part 
their hair in a new place without being 
interesting. Upon such in this life, in- 
terviewers bear down in shoals with pen- 
cils pointed like spears ; and about them 
as soon as they are dead—lo! begins at 
once the ‘‘ chatter about Harriet 

Mr. Stevenson is of this company. 
Rarest of all, his friends have loved and 
praised him so judiciously that he has 
no enemies. He might have been the 
spoiled child of letters. He is only “‘ all 
the world’s Louis,’’ The one unforgiv- 
able thing in a chequered past is that at 
one time he wore a black shirt, to which 
we refuse to be reconciled on any 
terms. 

But when he writes of himself, how 
supremely excellent is the reading. It 
is good even when he does it intention- 
ally, as in *‘ Portraits and Memories.’’ 
It is better still when he sings it, as in 
his ‘‘ Child’s Garden.’’ He is irresisti- 
ble to every lonely child who reads and 
thrills, and reads again to find his past 


recovered for him with effortless ease. 
It is a book never long out of my hands, 
for only in it and in my dreams when I 
am touched with fever, do I grasp the 
long, long thoughts of a lonely child and 
a hill-wandering boy—thoughts I never 
told to any; yet which Mr. Stevenson 
tells over again to me as if he read them 
off a printed page. 

I am writing at a distance from books 
and collections of Stevensoniana, so that 
I cannot quote, but only vaguely follow 
the romancer through some of his incar- 
nations. Of course every romancer, con- 
sciously or unconsciously, incarnates 
himself, especially if he writes his books 
in the first person, It is he who makes 
love to the heroine ; he who fights with 
the Frenchman ‘‘ who never can win ;’’ 
he who climbs the Mountain Perilous 
with a dirk between his teeth. 

But Mr. Stevenson writes the fascina- 
tion of his personality into all his most 
attractive creations, and whenever I miss 
the incarnation, I miss most of the magic 
as well. Jim Hawkins is only “‘ the Lan- 
tern Bearer’’ of North Berwick Links 
translated into the language of adven- 
ture on the high seas—the healthier also 
for the change. I love Jini Hawkins, 
On my soul I love him more even than 
Alan Breck. He is the boy we should 
all like to have been, though no doubt 
David Balfour is much more like the 
boys we were—without the piety and the 
adventures, I read Stevenson in every 
line of ‘‘ Treasure Island.”’ It is of 
course mixed of Erraid and the island 
discovered by Mr. Daniel Defoe. But 
we love anything of such excellent breed, 
and the crossing only improves it. Our 
hearts dance when Mr. Stevenson lands 
his cut-throats, with one part of. himself 
as hero and the other as villain. John 
Silver is an admirable villain, for he is 
just the author genially cutting throats. 
Even when he pants three times as he 
sends the knife home, we do not entire- 
ly believe in his villainy. We expect to 
see the murdered seaman about again 
and hearty at his meals in the course of 
a chapter or two. John isa villain at 
great expense and trouble to himself; 
but we like him personally, and are pre- 
pared to sit down and suck an apple 
with him, even when he threatens to 
stove in our “‘thundering old block- 


house and them as dies will be the lucky 
ones,”’ 
tain was alittle hard on him, 


In our hearts we think the cap- 
We know 
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that it is Mr. Stevenson all the time, and 
are terrified exactly like a three-year-old 
who sees his father take a rug over his 
head and ‘be a bear.’’ The thrill is 
delicious, for there is just an off chance 
that after all the thing may turn out to 
be a bear; but still we are pretty easy 
that at the play’s end the bearskin will 
be tossed aside, the villain repent, and 
John Silver get off with a comfortable 
tale of pieces of eight. 

No book has charted more authenti- 
cally the topographical features of the 
kingdom of Romance than “‘ Treasure 
Island.’’ Is that island in the South or 
in the North Atlantic? Is it in the 
‘** Spanish Main’’? What zs the Spanish 
Main? Is it in the Atlantic at all? Or 
set a jewel somewhere in the wide Pa- 
cific, or strung on some fringe of the 
Indian Ocean? Who knows or cares? 
Jim Hawkins is there. His luck, it is 
true, is something remarkable. His 
chances are phenomenal. His imagina- 
tion, like ours, is running free, and we 
could go on for ever hearing about Jim. 
We can trust Jim Hawkins, and void of 
care we follow his star. 

O for one hour of Jim in the ‘‘ Wreck- 
er’’ to clear up the mystery of the many 
captains, or honest and reputable John 
Silver to do for the poor Scot down 
below in a workman-like manner when 
he came running to him, instead of fir- 
ing as it were “‘ intothe brown”’ till that 
crying stopped—a touch for which we 
find it hard to forgive Mr. Stevenson— 
pardon, Mr. Lloyd Osbourne. 

Again, Alan Breck is ever Alan, and 
bright shines his sword ; but he is never 
quite Jim Hawkins to me. Nor does he 
seem even so point-device in ‘‘ Catriona’’ 
as he was in the round house or with his 
foot onthe heather. But wherever Alan 
Breck goes or David Balfour follows, 
thither I am ready to fare forth, unques- 
tioning and all-believing. 

But when I do not care very much for 
any one of Mr. Stevenson’s books, it is 
chiefly the lack of Mr. James Hawkins 
that I regret. Jim in doublet and hose 
—how differently he would have sped 
‘* The Black Arrow’’! Jim in trousers 
and top hat—he would never have been 
found in the ‘‘ Black Box,’’ never have 
gone out with Huish upon the ‘‘ Ebb 
Tide.’’ John Silver never threw vitriol, 
but did his deeds with a knife in a gen- 
tlemanly way, and that was because Jim 
Hawkins was there to see that he was 


worthy of himself. Jim would never 
have let things get to such a pass as to 
require Attwater’s bullets splashing like 
hail in a pond over the last two pages to 
settle matters in any sort of way. 

I often think of getting up a petition 
to Mr. Stevenson (it is easy to get around 
Robin), beseeching ‘‘ with sobs and 
tears’’ that he will sort out all his 
beach-combers and Yankee captains, 
charter a rakish saucy-sailing schooner, 
ship Jim Hawkins as ship’s boy or cap- 
tain (we are not particular), and then up 
anchor with a Yo-Ho, Cheerily for the 
Isle of our Heart’s Desire, where they 
load Long Toms with pieces of eight, 
and, dead or alive, nobody minds Ben 
Gunn, 

S. R. Crockett. 


IN MEMORIAM. 

When one came in with omens of sad- 
ness on his face and told us that Steven- 
son was dead, each man had a sense of 
personal bereavement. None of us had 
ever seen him, save one—and that was 
long ago; none of us had ever reada 
letter of his writing, save one, and he 
ransacked his memory for the least 
word. We had no “ eagle’s feather’’ to 
show ; there was nothing between this 
man and us save the mystical tie that 
binds a writer and his readers in the 
kingdom of letters. He had led us in 
through the ivory gate, and shown us 
things eye had not seen ; and all his ser- 
vice had been given at a great cost of 
suffering. Filled with the enthusiasm 
of his art, he beat back death time after 
time, and only succumbed like J. R. 
Green and Symonds, his brethren in let- 
ters and affliction, after he had achieved 
imperishable fame, ‘‘ monumentum eve 
perennius.”’ 

Mr. Stevenson had not to complain, 
with Sir Thomas More, that readers of 
books were so “‘ unkind and ungenial 
that though they take great pleasure and. 
delectation in the work, yet, for all that, 
they cannot find in their hearts to love 
the author thereof ;’’ for though he was 
exiled from his native land, yet he lived 
in the heart of every reading man, not 
only because he was a great writer, but 
also because he was a good man with 
faith in God and man. 

Fourteen years ago our author laid 
down in the Fortnightly Review the two 
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duties incumbent on any man who enters 
on the business of writing—*‘ truth to 
the fact and a good spirit in the treat- 
ment.’’ One dares to say without re- 
bate to-day, that he fulfilled his owa 
conditions, for he saw life whole and he 
wrote of it withsympathy. He brought 
also to his task a singular genius, which 
gave him an almost solitary place. It 
was difficult to name a living artist in 
words that could be compared with him 
who reminded us at every turn of Charles 
Lamb and William Hazlitt. There are 
certain who compel words to serve them 
and never travel without an imperial 
body guard ; but words waited on Ste- 
venson like ‘‘ humble servitors,’’ and he 
went where he pleased in his simplicity 
because every one flew to anticipate his 
wishes. His style had the thread of 
gold, and he was the perfect type of the 
man of letters—a humanist whose great 
joy in the beautiful was annealed toa 
fine purity by his Scottish faith ; whose 
kinship was not with Boccaccio and 
Rabelais, but with Dante and Spenser. 
His was the magical touch that no man 
can explain or acquire; it belongs to 
those only who have drunk at the Pierian 
spring. There isa place at the marriage 
feast for every. honest writer, but we 
judge that our master will go tothe high 
table. and sit down with Vergil. and 
Shakespere and Goethe and Scott. 

The mists of his native land and its 
wild traditions passed into his blood so 
that he was at home in two worlds, In 


one book he would analyse human char- 
acter with such weird power that the 
reader shudders because a stranger has 
been within his soul ; in another he hur- 
ries you along a breathless story of ad- 
venture till your imagination fails for 
exhaustion. Never did he weary us 
with the pedantry of modern problems, 
Nor did he dally with foul vices to serve 
the ends of purity. Nor did he feed 


‘‘A gibing spirit 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools.” 


One subject he approached late in his 
work, but we are thankful he has at least 
given Barbara Grant and Catriona. 
What he might have done one can only 
imagine, who expected another Portia 
from his hands. He was buried far 
from the land he loved, but they chose 
his grave well on the mountain top, and 
his funeral has been described already, 
save that his disciples were not there. 


‘“** This man decided not to live, but know ; 
Bury this man there ?’ 
‘ Here—here’s his place, where meteors shoot, 
clouds form, 
Lightnings are loosened, 
Stars come and go! Let joy break with the 
storm, 





Peace let the dew send ! 

Lofty designs must close in like effects ; 
Loftily lying 

Leave him—still loftier than the. world suspects, 
Living and dying.’” 


Jan Maclaren. 
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